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So  he  carried  me  away  in  the  spirit  into  the  wilderness: 
and  )  saw  a  woman  sit  upon  a  scarlet  coloured  beast,  full 
of  names  of  blasphemy,  having  seven  heads  and  ten  horns. 

And  the  woman  was  arrayed  in  purple  and  scarlet  colour, 
and  decked  with  gold  and  precious  stones  and  pearls, 
having  a  golden  cup  in  her  hand  full  of  abominations  and 
filthiness  of  her  fornication: 

And  upon  her  forehead  was  a  name  written,  Mystery, 
Babylon  The  Great,  The  Mother  of  Harlots  and 
Abominations  of  the  iarth. 

((Revelation  17:3-S) 


limit'***: 
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Seven  are  the  veils  of  the  dancing-girl  in  the  harem  of  IT. 

Seven  are  the  names,  and  seven  are  the  lamps  beside  Her  bed. 

Seven  eunuchs  guard  Her  with  drawn  swords;  No  Man  may  come  nigh  unto  Her. 

In  Her  wine-cup  are  seven  streams  of  the  blood  of  the  Seven  Spirits  of  God. 

Seven  are  the  heads  of  THE  BEAST  whereon  She  rideth. 

The  head  of  an  Angel: 
the  head  of  a  Saint: 
the  head  of  a  Poet: 
the  head  of  An  Adulterous  Woman: 
the  head  of  a  Man  of  Valour: 
the  head  of  a  Satyr: 
and  the  head  of  a  Lion-Serpent. 

Seven  letters  hath  Her  holiest  name;  and  it  is  none 

This  is  the  Seal  upon  the  Ring  that  is  on  the  Forefinger  of  IT: 

and  it  is  the  Seal  upon  the  Tombs  of  them  whom  She  hath  slain. 

Here  is  Wisdom.  Let  Him  that  hath  Understanding  count  the  Number  of 
Our  Lady;  for  it  is  the  Number  of  a  Woman;  and  Her  Number  is 
An  Hundred  and  Fifty  and  Six. 


(A.  Crowley,  The  Book  of  Lies) 
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1.  This  is  the  secret  of  the  JfoCy  CjraaC,  that  is  the  sacred  vesseC  of  our  Lady  the  ScarCet  'Woman,  BabaCon  the 
Mother  of  Abominations,  the  bride  of  Chaos,  that  rideth  upon  our  Lor  at  he  Beast. 

2.  Thou  shaCt  drain  out  thy  bCoodthat  is  thy  Cife  into  the  goCden  cup  of  her  fornication. 

3.  Thou  shaCt  mingie  thy  fife  with  the  universal  fife.  Thou  shaCt  keep  not  back  one  drop. 

4.  Then  shad  thy  brain  be  dumb,  and  thy  heart  beat  no  more,  ana  ad  thy  Cife  shad  go  from  thee;  and  thou 
shaCt  be  cast  out  upon  the  midden,  and  the  birds  of  the  air  shad feast  upon  thy  fCesh,  and  thy  bones  shaCC 
whiten  in  the  sun. 

5.  Then  shaCC  the  winds  gather  themseCves  together,  and  bear  thee  up  as  it  were  a  CittCe  heap  of  dust  in  a  sheet 
that  hath  four  corners,  and  they  shaCC  give  it  unto  the  guardians  of  the  abyss. 

6.  And  because  there  is  no  Cife  therein,  the  guardians  of  the  abyss  shaCC  bid  the  angeCs  of  the  winds  pass  by. 
And  the  angeCs  shaCC  Cay  thy  dust  in  the  City  of  the  Tyramids,  and  the  name  thereof  shaCC  be  no  more. 

7.  Mow  therefore  that  thou  mayest  achieve  this  ritual  of  the  JfoCy  CjraaC,  do  thou  divest  thyseCf  of  aCC  thy 
goods. 

8.  Thou  hast  wealth;  give  it  unto  them  that  have  need  thereof ,  yet  no  desire  toward  it. 

9.  Thou  hast  heaCth;  sCay  thyseCf  in  the  fervour  of  thine  abandonment  unto  Our  Lady.  Let  thy  fCesh  hang  Coose 
upon  thy  bones,  and  thine  eyes  gCare  with  thy  quenchCess  bust  unto  the  Infinite,  with  thy  passion  for  the 
Unknown,  for  J-Cer  that  is  beyond  Xnow  hedge  the  accursed  one. 

10.  Thou  hast  Cove;  tear  thy  mother  from  thine  heart,  and  spit  in  the  face  of  thy  father.  Let  thy  foot  trampCe 
the  beCCy  of  thy  wife,  and  Cet  the  babe  at  her  breast  be  the  prey  of  dogs  andvuCtures. 

11.  for  if  thou  dost  not  this  with  thy  wiCC,  then  shaCC  AVe  do  this  despite  thy  wiCC.  So  that  thou  attain  to  the 
Sacrament  of  the  CjraaC  in  the  ChapeC of  Abominations. 

12.  And  behold,  if  by  steaCth  thou  keep  unto  thyseCf  one  thought  of  thine,  then  shaCt  thou  be  cast  out  into  the 
abyss  for  ever;  and  thou  shaCt  be  the  ConeCy  one,  the  eater  of  dung,  the  affdctedin  the  Day  of  Be-with-Us. 

13.  yea!  verify  this  is  the  Truth,  this  is  the  Truth,  this  is  the  Truth.  Unto  thee  shaCC  be  granted  joy  and  heaCth 
andweaCth  and  wisdom  when  thou  art  no  Conger  thou. 

14.  Then  shaCC  every  gain  be  a  new  sacrament,  and  it  shaCC not  defiCe  thee;  thou  shaCt  reveCwith  the  wanton 
in  the  market-pCace,  and  the  virgins  shaCC fCing  roses  upon  thee,  and  the  merchants  bend  their  knees  and 
bring  thee  gold  and  spices.  ACso  young  boys  shaCC  pour  wonderfuC  wines for  thee,  and  the  singers  and  the 
dancers  shaCC  sing  and  dance  for  thee. 

15.  yet  shaCt  thou  not  be  therein,  for  thou  shaCt  be  forgotten,  dust  Cost  in  dust. 

16.  Nor  shaCC  the  aeon  itself  avail  thee  in  this;  for  from  the  dust  shaCC  a  white  ash  be  prepared  by  Jfermes 
the  InvisibCe. 

17.  And  this  is  the  wrath  ofQod,  that  these  things  shouCdbe  thus. 

18.  And  this  is  the  grace  of  Cjod,  that  these  th  ings  shouCdbe  th  us. 

19.  'Wherefore  I  charge  you  that  ye  come  unto  me  in  the  Beginning;  for  if  ye  take  but  one  step  in  this  Bath, 
ye  must  arrive  inevitabCy  at  the  end  thereof. 

20.  This  Bath  is  beyond  Life  and 'Death;  it  is  afso  beyond  Love;  but  that  ye  know  not,  for  ye  know  not  Love. 

21.  And  the  end  thereof  is  known  not  even  unto  Our  Lady  or  to  the  Beast  whereon  She  rideth;  nor  unto  the 
" Virgin  her  daughter  nor  unto  Chaos  her  CawfuC Lord;  but  unto  the  Crowned ChiCd is  it  known?  It  is  not 
known  if  it  be  known. 

22.  Therefore  unto  If  adit  and  unto  Nuit  be  the  gCory  in  the  “End  and  the  Beginning;  yea,  in  the  End  and  the 
Beginning. 
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LET  HIM  LOOK  UPON  THE  CUP  WHOSE  BLODD  IS  MINULED 
THEREIN,  FDR  THE  WINE  DF  THE  CUP  IS  THE  BLDOD  DF  THE 
SPINTS.  ULORV  UNTO  THE  SCRRLET  WOMRN.  BRBRLON  THE 
MOTHER  DF  RBDMINRTIONS.  THRT  RIDETH  UPON  THE  BERST 
FDR  SHE  HRTH  SPILT  THEIR  BLODD  IN  EL/ERV  CORNER  DF  THE 
ERRTH  RND  LD!  SHE  HRTH  MINULED  IT  IN  THE  CUP  OF  HER 
WHOREDOM.  WITH  THE  BRERTH  OF  HER  KISSES  HRTH  SHE 
FERMENTED  IT  RND  IT  HRTH  BECDME  THE  WINE  OF  THE 
SRCRRMENT  THE  WINE  OF  THE  SRBBRTH:  RND  IN  THE  HOLV 
RSSEMBLV  HRTH  SHE  PDURED  IT  OUT  FOR  HER  WORSHIPPERS, 
RND  THEV  HRD  BECOME  DRUNKEN  THEREDN.  SD  THRT  FRCE 
TD  FRCE  THEV  BEHELD  MV  FRTHER.  THUS  RRE  THEV  MRDE 
WDRTHV  TD  BECDME  PRRTRKERS  OF  THE  MVSTERV  DF  THIS 
HOLV  l/ESSEL,  FOR  THE  BLOOD  IS  THE  LIFE.  SD  SITTETH  SHE 
FROM  RUE  TD  RUE.  RND  THE  RIUHTEDUS  RRE  NEl/ER  WERRV 
OF  HER  KISSES.  RND  BV  HER  MURDERS  RND  FDRNICRTIONS 
SHE  SEDUCETH  THE  WORLD.  THEREIN  IS  MRNIFESTED  THE 
ULORV  DF  MV  FRTHER.  WHO  IS  TRUTH. 


[R.  CRDWLEV  THE  l/ISIDN  RNI7  THE  l/OICE ] 


She  has  a  powerful  weapon 
She's  the  one  who  calls  the  shots 
And  she  can  always  keep  it  up 
The  woman  with  the  golden  cup 

Fucking  in  some  dark  doorway 
Or  up  on  a  rooftop  somewhere 
Or  even  in  her  bed  she  will  sup 
The  woman  with  the  golden  cup 

Love  is  required  whenever  she's  tired 
She  always  does  what  she  wills 
No  one  can  beat  her,  no  woman  can  match  her 
For  her  golden  tongue  skill 

One  full  cup  means  another  poor  victim 
Has  been  fucking  bled  to  death 
Seek  her  if  you  need  to  get  it  up 
The  woman  with  the  golden  cup 


Her  eye  may  be  on  you  or  me 
Who  will  she  bleed  next? 

We  shall  see,  oh  yeah! 

Love  is  required  whenever  she's  tired 
She  always  does  what  she  wills 
No  one  can  beat  her,  no  woman  can  match  her 
For  her  golden  tongue  skill 

One  full  cup  means  another  poor  victim 
Has  been  fucking  bled  to  death 
Seek  her  if  you  need  to  get  it  up 
The  woman  with  the  golden  cup 

Will  get  it  up 
She'll  suck  it  up 
With  her  golden  cup 


Lyrics:  J.  Lange  /  Music:  J.  Barry 


Glory  to  Babalon!  Glory  to  Site 

Who  guards  the  Abyss  from  Her  mystical  sea! 

The  grace  oi  Her  splendour  deservedly  won, 

I  raise  up  the  cup  and  adore  Babalon!  (XVI) 

Teach  me  Your  secrets,  Your  mysteries  deep, 

As  I  lie  down  between  the  two  towers  to  sleep 
And  Khephra  creeps  up  towards  the  east  horizon. 

I  raise  up  the  cup  and  adore  Babalon.  (XXIX) 

(In  Nomine  Babalon:  156  Adorations  to  the  Scarlet  GoddesS) 


I  present  to  thee  the  Chalice  oi  Babalon,  the  Goddess  whom  we  hailed  and  Invoked  in 
our  last  public  Satanic  ritual. 

For  she  is  the  Sacred  Whore,  she  represents  the  liberated  woman  and  embodies  the  full 
grandeur  and  beauty  of  sexuality. 

She  rides  astride  the  Beast,  in  her  left  hand  she  holds  the  reins,  representing  her  command 
oi  the  carnal  impulse. 

In  her  right  hand  she  holds  aloft  the  cup,  the  Graal,  the  Chalice,  aflame  with  love  and  death. 

In  this  cup  are  mingled  the  elements  oi  the  sacrament  ol  the  Aeon. 

let  all  look  upon  the  cup  whose  blood  is  mingled  therein,  lor  the  wine  of  the  cup  is  the  blood 
of  the  saints. 

Glory  unto  the  Scarlet  Woman,  Babalon, !the  Mother  oi  Abominations,  that  rideth  upon  the  Beast! 

For  she  hath  spilt  their  blood  in  every  corner  oi  the  earth  and  lo!  she  hath  mingled  it  in  the  cup 
of  her  whoredom. 

Hail  Babalon!  Hall  Lilith!  Hail  Satan! 

(Twin  Temple) 


And  I  believe  in  one  Earth,  the  Mother  of  us  ail,  and  in  one  Womb  wherein  ail  men  are  begotten, 
and  wherein  they  shall  rest,  Mystery  of  Mystery,  in  Her  name  babalon. 

(GNOSTICI CATHOUCJf  CANON  MISS® 


RHAPSODIA  BE  DOMINA  NOSTRA. 

BLESSED  be  She,  ay,  blessed  unto  the  Ages  be  Our  Lady  BABALON,  that  plieth  Her  Scourge  upon  me,  even  upon  me, 
TO  MEPA  OIIPION,  to  compel  me  to  Creation  and  to  Destruction,  which  are  One,  in  Birth  and  in  Death,  being  Love! 
Blessed  be  She,  uniting  the  Egg  with  the  Serpent  and  restoring  Man  unto  his  Mother  the  Earth!  Blessed  be  She, 
that  oifereth  Beauty  and  Ecstasy  in  the  Orgasm  of  every  Change,  and  that  exciteth  thy  Wonder  and  thy  Worship 
by  the  Contemplation  ol  Her  Mind  many-wiled! 

Blessed  he  She,  that  hath  filled  Her  cup  with  every  Drop  of  my  Blood,  so  that  my  Life  is  lost  wholly  in  the  Wine 
ol  Her  Rapture!  Behold,  how  She  is  drunken  thereon,  and  staggereth  about  the  Heavens,  wallowing  in  Joy, 
crying  aloud  the  Song  of  uttermost  Love!  Is  not  She  thy  true  Mother  among  the  Stars,  o  my  Son,  and  hast  not 
thou  embraced  Her  in  the  Madness  of  Incest  and  of  Adultery?  Yea,  blessed  be  She,  blessed  he  Her  Name, 
and  the  Name  of  Her  Name,  unto  the  Ages! 


(A.  Crowley,  Book  ol  Wisdom  and  foil® 


RULE,  8A8AL0N!  8A8AL0N  RULES  THE  WAVES' 
8A8AL0N  SHALL  ALWA  YS  8E  DEPRAVED 

WICKED  SHE  SHALL  8E 
DEVILISH  WITH  GREED,  YOU'LL  SEE 
REVELLING  IN  HARLOTRY 
WITH  LUST  IN  HER  EYES 
NO  DUST  8ETWEEN  HER  THIGHS 
SHE'S  8EY0ND  ROYALTY 

RULE,  8A8AL0N!  8A8AL0N  RULES  THE  WAVES! 
8A8AL0N  SHALL  ALWA  YS  8E  DEPRAVED 


(ANONYMOUS) 
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the  Great  [Bother 
the  [Bother  of  th< 
Children  of  the  Meta  t 
the  Fieon  of  Boru: 
'  in  giving  birth  to  my 
But  I  shall  live  aga 


Tin 


* 


Babalon  Babalon  when  will  you  come 
You’re  just  another  whore  of  London 
Selling  yourself  on  the  streets 
In  disguise  and  indiscreet 

Babalon  Babalon  soon  you’ll  be  undone 
You  can’t  stop  playing  with  everyone 
You  look  so  dirty,  you  look  so  cheap 
Offering  promises  you  cannot  keep 


Babalon  Babalon  in  my  head 
Babalon  Babalon  in  my  bed 

She  could  be  your  sister 
She  could  be  your  mother 
She  could  be  your  daughter 
Or  some  unknown  lover 

Babalon  Babalon  all  over  London 

(Geh  and  the  Azi  Damp,  Babalon  over  London ) 


Babalon  has  fallen.  Babalon  has  fallen. 

She  has  fallen  prey  to  her  own  iniquities,  her  own 
vices,  her  own  petty  jealousies,  and  become  a  victim 
of  the  immorality  and  sensuousness  she  so  avowedly 
used  to  display,  sinking  into  the  lugubriousness  and 
wealth  that  has  weakened  many  a  nation,  black  and 
defiled,  abused  by  the  sword  she  once  wielded,  now 
drunk  on  her  own  power. 

Who  can  save  her  from  herself? 

Stand  up,  the  virtuous  woman;  be  no  longer  a 
shrinking  harlot.  Stand  up  and  be  proud.  Put  her 
back  on  her  feet  again;  restore  her  dignity  once  more, 
in  her  mighty  name:  Babalon. 


[Utterances  from  the  Secret  Eye ] 


1/2  a  tumbler  of  ice 
1/2  gill  tomato  juice 
3/4  gill  vermouth 
1/2  gill  vodka 

A  dash  of  Angostura  bitters 
2  sprigs  of  mint 
Sliced  fresh  fruit 


Shake  together  the  ice.  the  vermouth  and  the  vodka, 
and  strain  into  a  large  tumbler  till  half  full.  Add  the 
slices  of  fruit  and  mint,  and  the  dash  of  bitters,  then 
slowly  pour  the  tomato  jiuce  over  the  contents  allowing 
it  to  sink  before  drinking  (in  Her  name). 


SAW  HEP  STANDING^ATOP  A  HILL  Jj  J 

on>M  nips,  a  smble  upon  her  r 
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■JEj  JEATH  HEP  PEAT  WEPE 


I  EDPivJii  IS  THE  j-jjll  up 
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AUL  jVJEj  I,  DEAD  iVJEj  J,  SPE| 
ED  HEP  IDEAS,  iVJAP 


I  THEMSELVES  UTTEPL7 


AjJdAs  J  sup  ye /Ed  these  deaj 
^TJSTS,  POETS,  DP  EYEH 
U/ii  JS  THERE  DLDDDLESS,  LJEELESc 
J  WOi  JDExPED  HDW  jVJAj  J  7  MORE  WO! 
PEPHAPS  EYEj  J  iVJ  /SELE,  DUE  DA 7,  J 


E  DESERT, 
,  LOOKING 


A  PILE  OF  BODIES, 

*  The  bodies  were 

HAD  DIED  GIVING 
E,  THEY  WHO  GAVE 

es* 

Q  COULD  HAVE  BEEN 
THE  SOUL,  NOW  ALL 
BEREFT  OF  SOULS, 
HE  ADDED  TO  THAT  PILE, 
BOUGHT,  AS  THE  VISION 

(Fra.  R.,  Magical  Diaries,  1986) 


Not  $o  the  Matter!  of  the  Temple,  that  tit 
at  pilet  of  du$t  in  the  City  of  the  Pyramid!, 
awaiting  the  Great  Flame  that  lhall  consume 
that  dust  to  ashes*  For  the  blood  that  they  have 
Surrendered  is  treasured  in  the  Cup  of  our  Lady 
Babalon,  a  mighty  medicine  to  a  wabe  the 
Eld  of  the  All-Father,  and  redeem  the  Virgin 
of  the  World  from  her  virginity* 

(A*  Crowley,  Magici t  in  Theory  and  Practice ) 


/ 


I  came  upon  a  desert-like  landscape.  Before  me  I  beheld  a 
wondrous  vision  of  a  tall  woman  standing  naked  apart  from 
a  long  golden  skirt  which  reached  down  to  the  ground.  She 
was  standing  in  profile  so  all  I  could  see  was  her  left  side. 

She  stood  motionless  with  her  head  in  the  heavens,  slightly 
back  yet  proud  and  erect,  beckoning  me  to  come  closer.  As  I 
drew  towards  her  she  held  her  hands  up  in  the  air  in  the  form 
of  a  gesture,  rather  like  a  cup.  In  this  cup  of  hands’  I  could 
see  a  white  liquid  which  poured  down  to  her  waiting  mouth. 
Of  this  she  drank  with  such  pleasure  as  if  it  was  the  nectar 
of  the  gods.  I  felt  overwhelmed  at  this  sight,  full  of  power 
and  a  burning  passion  to  drink  of  the  liquid  myself 
whereupon  I  noticed  that  there  was  movement  in  her  skirt. 
From  between  the  folds  of  her  skirt  there  emerged  life, 
peculiar  creatures  which  crawled  out  onto  the  landscape 
and  started  moving  towards  me.  I  tried  to  make  contact  yet 
was  overwhelmed  by  another  very  different  feeling  from  the 
first.  As  the  creatures,  which  looked  like  aborted  foetuses, 
moved  closer  I  had  a  feeling,  a  dreading  sense  of  power 
emanating  from  them,  as  they  rushed  towards  me.  Suddenly 
the  vision  broke  off,  the  psychic  censor  had  moved  in  and  cut 
it  dead. 


(Fra.  R.,  Magical  Diary,  1984) 


(H.  Grant,  Cults  of  She  Shadow! 


Babalon,  who  is  also  known  as  the  Scarlet  Woman,  or  Great  Mother, 
or  Mother  of  Abominations,  is  the  Thelemic  goddess  per  se.  She  can 
take  on  many  forms,  and  in  her  physical  manifestation  she  is  usually 
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(Note  by  the  Editor) 


In  certain  Tantric  practices,  especially  in  the  West.  Babaian  can  be  interpreted  as  the  externalisation 
of  the  Ophidian  Current  in  man,  whose  sole  significance  is  to  unite  with  it  once  she  has  become  externalised, 
i.e.  awakened  then  projected.  The  unification,  and  its  subsequent  re-absorption,  beings  about  a  total  rejuvenation 
of  the  psychosomatic  structure,  and  when  properly  achieved  is  said  to  grant  physical  immortality. 


(From  a  secret  comment  on  a  Tantric  text.) 


Of  course  all  women  are  in  effect  Babalon 
in  the  sense  they  have  the  potentiality  to 
manifest  souls  on  this  plane,  but  the 
requirements  of  the  role  of  Scarlet  Woman¬ 
hood  are  very  different,  for  we  are  not 
interested  in  bringing  down  souls  to  this 
plane,  but  rather  ideas  and  concepts.  As 
the  Scarlet  Woman,  the  Babalonictype  must 
be  able  to  reify  and  make  manifest  any  idea 
whatsoever,  and  this  type  of  birthing  is  never 
physical  but  has  in  the  end  physical 
ramifications  which  all  can  see.  Babalon 
incarnate  is  thus  the  Great  Reifier  in  that  she 
has  been  magically  trained,  put  into  a  trance, 
her  ego  suspended,  so  that  the  current  can 
work  through  her;  she  is  thus  a  vehicle  for  the 
Great  Work,  symbolised  in  effect  by  that 
article  for  which  she  will  always  be  associated 
the  Graal. 


(Notes  by  the  Editor)' 


BABA LON  15  RISING  (BABALON  RISING.  B/\B/\LON  RISING) 
SHE'S  RISING  IN  TliE  HEAT 
SHE’S  RISING  FROA  THF  STRFFTS 

WITIi  ECSTASY 

’SEE  BABALON  RISE.  BABALON  RISE 
WITH  ECST/\5Y 

SEE  BABALON  RISE.  BABALON  RISE 
BABALON'S  RISING  WITH  ECSTASY 
BABALON'S  RISING  CAN'T  YOU  SEE 


BABALON  IS  RISING  (BABALON  RISING.  BABALON  RISING) 
SHE’S  RISING  IN  THE  EAST 
SHE'S  RIDING  ON  THE  BEAST 
WITH  ECSTASY 

SEE  BABALON  RISE.  BABALON  RISE 
WITH  ECSTASY 

SEE  BABALON  RISE.  BABALON  RISE 
BABALON’S  RISING  WITH  ECSTASY 
BABALON'S  RISING  CAN'T  YOU  SEE 

B/\B/\LON  IS  RISING  (B/\B/\LON  RISING.  B/\B/\LON  RISING) 
SHE’S  RISING  LIRE  A  PHOENIX 
SHE’S  RISING  FRO/A  THE  DEEPNESS 
WITH  ECSTASY 

SEE  B/\B/\LON  RISE.  BABALON  RISE 
WITH  ECSTASY 

SEE  BABALON  RISE.  BABALON  RISE 
B/\B/\ LON’S  RISING  WITH  FC5T/\SY 
BABALON'S  RISING  CAN'T  YOU  SEE 


SHE'S  SMOLDERING  IN  SMOKE 
QUENCHED  BY  THE  FL/\AES 
SURROUNDED  BY  AY5TERY 
AND  BLASE  HEAOU5  NAAES 


OUT  OF  THE  PIT 
SHE  RISES 
WITH  ECSTASY 

SEE  BABALON  RISE.  BABALON  RISE 
BABALON'S  RISING  WITH  ECSTASY 
BABALON'S  RISING  CAN'T  YOU  SEE 


\ 


(geh  and  the  azi  da rr.  b/\b/\lon  r  ising) 


flow  ye  /hcill  know  (hoi  (ho  cho/en  prie/i 
&  cipo/Ue  of  (ho  infinite  /poce  i /  (he  prince- 
prie/i  the  Beo/t:  and  in  hi/  woman  colled  the 
Scarlet  Woman  i /  oil  power  Qiven ...  flow, 
therefore.  I  am  known  to  ye  by  my  name  fluit. 
and  to  him  bya/eeret  name  [Babalon]  which  I 
will  9ive  him  when  at  lo/t  he  knoweth  me. 


(nil: 1 5.  22) 


W 


Give  me  a  woman  of  scarlet 
Who  is  proud  to  be  a  harlot. 

Give  me  a  woman  who  is  a  whore 
To  initiate,  stimulate  and  adore. 

Let  her  be  strong  and  mighty, 

Not  fickle,  faery  or  flighty, 

But  wilful,  passionate  and  resourceful, 

Shameless,  guiltless  and  forceful. 

Let  her  be  devilishly  wicked  and  sinful 
And  filled  with  lewdness  to  the  brimful, 

Even  flowing  over  with  purple  pleasure, 

Her  open  heart  my  tongue  to  treasure. 

Her  perfumes  are  scented  with  the  darkness  of  death 
And  sweet  smelling  the  graveyard  of  her  breath. 

Her  colours  are  delicacies,  black  to  the  blind 
But  red  to  the  seeing  to  enrapture  the  mind. 

Her  two  eyes  are  dark  as  ebony,  her  third  the  Eye  of  the  Void. 

Her  hair  the  Trees  of  Eternity,  her  deadly  kisses  ones  to  avoid. 

Her  skin  is  smooth  as  marble,  her  legs  ever  open  for  love 
For  all  the  visions  to  pass  through;  the  serpent  and  the  dove! 

Her  vulva  is  the  gateway,  a  door  to  space,  the  utterer  of  the  word 
Deep  within  it,  reverberating  with  vibrations,  can  a  voice  be  heard. 

In  die  laboratory  of  her  body  swell  die  oceans;  out  of  her  courses  die  seas 
In  her  Time  and  Space  are  annihilated— this  is  the  mystery  of  mysteries! 

The  Holy  of  Holies  is  her  puissant  seat  for  those  who  are  True  of  Voice. 
(Goddess  of  die  Feadier,  O  Ancient  Doubled  Queen,  Rejoice!  Rejoice!) 
Thy  period  is  come,  my  Crimson  Priestess,  thou  who  art  the  Sow-er. 

At  whose  feet  I  worship  and  devour,  O  my  lusty  Woman  of  Power! 


(A.  Crome,  Selected  Works) 


ttt; 


'We  see  the  modern  BabaConic  type  everywhere  these  days , 
usuady promoting  themseCves  through  sociaC media,  taking 
on  roCes  hike  dominatrices,  gCamour  modeCs,porn  stars,  etc., 
shameCessCy  exposing  their  breasts  and  private  parts  and 
posting  these  intimate  seCfies  ondnefor  ad  to  see.  In  a  gross 
sense,  this  type  of  woman  is  tuning  into  the  Bahafonic 
Current  and adowing  it  to  manifest  through  her  actions 
and  attitude.  The  oCd  Whore  of  the  Apocalypse  has  been 
modernised;  she  may  be  more  elegant  by  dressed  but  stid 
bears  ad  the  hadmarks  of  the  old  type,  now  bedecked  with 
bdng,  driving  fancy  sports  cars,  living  in  luxurious  houses, 
and reveding  in  her  wealth  and  independence,  no  Conger 
taking  the  back  seat,  but  now  determined  and  ambitious, 
with  an  insatiabCe  appetite  for  increased  weaCth,  the 
acquisition  of  more  mater iaC goods,  andproudby  dispCaying 
it  as  a  sign  of  her  success.  This  is  the  new  archetype  of 
BabaCon,  no  Conger  ashamed  of  her  sexuaCity,  but  f  Counting 
it  and  using  it  to  her  own  advantage  to  gain  a  position  of 
power  and  status.  And  she  understands  that  her  power 
comes  from  within;  as  a  woman  she  is  aCready  BabaCon,  but 
it  takes  a  certain  type  of  woman  to  be  abCe  to  manifest  her 
power  compCeteCy,  with  hardCy  any  in  actuaCity  succeeding 
to  the  extent  of  becoming  her,  trapped  in  eg  op  Cay,  or  some 
emotionaC disorders,  and generady  fooCing  themseCves  with 
such  notions.  They  then  tend  to  be  incapabCe  of  rednquishing 
personaC  controC.  ACso,  we  must  not  be  fooCed  by  mere  poseurs 
who  think  because  they  act  and  behave  hike  BabaCon,  they 
reaCCy  are.  Jar  from  it,  for  the  current  they  are  attempting 
to  use  is  powerfuC  and  wiCC  in  the  end  undo  them  andreveaC 
they  are  simpCy  dabbCing  with  something  very  few  can 
reaCCy  fuuuffe.  ^ 
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Thanks  for  downloading  this  preview  copy. 
If  you  enjoyed  it,  please  pass  on  to  others. 


Look  out  for  our  follow  up  volume: 

BABALON: 

THE  BITCH  IS  BACK 

(tentative  title  only,  to  be  published  early  2021). 


Contributions  welcome. 
Please  contact  the  Editor. 


